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the doors to Western culture " through the old and mag-
nificent cathedral of St. Sophia. The monastery is beauti-
fully preserved, as is every ancient monument in the city,
especially the mosaics in the old cathedral: the Soviets
are almost as idolatrous as Americans over ancient build-
ings, and know how to appreciate ancient works of
art.

The Lavra is used for propaganda purposes; an anti-
God museum they call it. They will show you the trap-
door behind the altar and the cord with which the priest
made the image bow graciously to the astonished and
superstitious peasants if the gift they had bought was
worthy of a miracle. To this and many other tricks I
merely said with a smile: " We got rid of this sort of
thing in England two hundred years ago: religion with us
stands for other and better things."

Perhaps what embittered them most was the comparison
between this sumptuous wealth and the richness of the
gifts from great landed gentry and the poverty and ig-
norance of the peasant worshippers. It seemed to them
heartless and cruel as well as superstitious.

The inhabitants of Kiev seemed especially incensed at
tales of their immorality told and believed by the Western
world against the Soviet system. It would be hard to find
a city or a land, as far as one could see, more moral than
Kiev and the Soviet Ukraine.

Swift electric trams carry you from. Kiev to the country,
through streets half paved as yet, and past dwellings in
the making. I was struck with the number of detached
houses which vie now with the large blocks of tenements.
Many Russians, like most English, prefer a house sur-
rounded by its plot of garden.

Away from the town lie the great pine-forests, in one of
which stands a sanatorium for tuberculous children: a
lovely homely place of large sunny buildings, fine broad
walks and flower-beds, and with a diminutive enthusiastic
doctor at its head, whom my companion, a Scottish
specialist in tubercular disease, questioned long and closely.
The children greeted us with flowers and entertained us
with songs, speeches,, and dances. They were entirely